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Love And Hot Coffee 
Alter A Girl's Life 


By Catherine De Hueck 


Much has been written about the Apostolate of Catholic 
Action; its way of life, its techniques, its definitions, prin- 
ciples, and foundations; its mode of training, its goals and 
aims. But almost nothing has been told about its everyday 
life, its happenings, its fun and sorrows, its songs and laughter. 


As I look back on some 


twenty-two years in the Apos- 


tolate of Friendship House, I see much that needs recording, 
if only to show that there is nothing very mysterious about 
the Lay Apostolate of Catholic Action, nor its life. For it is 
on the whole a very ordinary life, lived entirely for God’s 


sake. 


Yet it is that “ordinariness” that needs recording, and 
which I shall try to capture for those of our readers who so 
often ask me about it. 1 hope this will make the apostolate 
more real, more alive to them, than a serious treatise could. 
It will be just @ series of pen pictures of this and that. 1 place 
them at the feet of Mary, whose House was for all to see... 
just the poor dwelling place of a carpenter, his wife and his 


foster Son. 


The First Story 

The girl was a prostitute. 
She never denied it. She 
seemed to flaunt the fact. 
Loudly she would demand to 
be served ahead of the long 
patient line of people wait- 
ing for clothing. She would 
demand this service because 
she was tired of “standing 
too long after her night’s 
work.” 

Of course she could not 
get that attention, for 
justice had to be served and 
priorities observed. So she 
would begin to curse... in 
a steady droning monotone 
... for over an hour or more 

. until her turn came to 
examine what clothes we 
had,* and to select such 
things as she needed. 

The obscene words some- 
how sounded ill from her 
young lips, for she was come- 
ly and young... but she 
mouthed them with the ease 
of long-practice. 

Often the line of waiting 
people would shuffle restless- 
ly under the impact of that 
profane flood. Often too 

assersby would hurl insults 
Back at her. But she went 
on cursing, oblivious to the 
waiting line .. . the big city 
surrounding her . .-. and of 
everything but her desire to 
i the head of that line. 

At long last her turn came, 
and she stepped through the 
door of our clothing center, 
a store front on a busy slum 
street in a big city. The 
worker in charge was a 
young and beautiful girl. She 
had to listen to the stream 
of filth for over an hour 
every day of the week, except 
eunaey . . . but she bore it 
patiently. 

Funny how serene that 
worker’s face was. Strange 
how gentle and understand- 
ing she was. Always she 
would suggest a cup of coffee 
to take the hoarseness-out of 
the tired girl’s throat. Al- 
ways the girl drank the 
coffee and then looked, criti- 
cally, over the second-hand 


clothing we had to give away 
until she found what she 
wanted. 


Love And Coffee 

Three hundred and sixty- 
five days in a year. Minus 
Sundays and holidays. That 
gave our Worker about 300 
days to listen to abuse .. . to 
make coffee .. . and to give 
out a dress. A lot of hours, 
a lot of days, a lot of abuse, 
a lot of coffee ... and a lot 
of love! 

Then one day the prosti- 
tute was sober, quiet, watch- 
ful, and a little timid. She 
knocked politely, entered 
when bade... then, standing 
straight, looked into the 
staff worker’s beautiful face 
and asked point blank... 
why she had been so patient. 
Why hadn’t she ever called 
the cops? Why had she so 
sweetly endured insults and 
injuries? Why had she given 
her the coffee, the dresses, 
the polite and gentle service? 
Why had she never com- 
plained? 

Having asked, she stood 
rigid .. . as if bracing herself 
for a reply she seemed to 
fear. 

All the worker said was, 
“Oh ... that is very simple 
... I LOVE YOU.” 


The prostitute swayed as 
if hit .. . and out of her very 
soul came the cry, “ME? 
WHY?” 

Gentler than before came 
the answer, “BECAUSE 
YOU ARE CHRIST TO ME 
... BECAUSE HE DIED FOR 
LOVE OF BOTH OF US... 
BECAUSE I AM YOUR 
SISTER IN HIM ... BE- 
CAUSE I AM HERE TO 
LOVE AND SERVE YOU.” 

The girl crumpled on the 
floor. She wept in big hard 
sobs ... that slowly died .. . 
leaving her spent and quiet. 
Slowly she got up. She said, 
“I never heard such things 
.. . but I know you mean it 
because . . . because you were 
always the same... there 
was always coffee . . . dresses 
... yes... now I know. I 
want to love as you do. 
Teach me how.” 


The girl was a prostitute 
then. She did not hide it. 
She flaunted it. But after 





that day . .. she took in- 


structions . . . she was bap- 
tized . . . she went to Con- 
fession and Communion. 
Today, in that big city, 
there are seventeen of them 
. . . prostitutes who too had 
wept at the feet of Christ, 
and arisen cleansed and 


whole... and it was she who 
brought them to Him. 








Men get 25c a day 
Women only 18e 











When Father Peter Ton- 
ello, S.D.B., of the Selesian 
mission in Cherrapungi, As- 
sam. India, wrote to thank 
the editors of Restoration for 
making his needs known to 
its readers, we asked him to 
send us a little story, if he 
had time. He has just sent 
us the following, written by 
Rev. Fr. F. Matta, S.D.B. If 
you think things are bad 
here, what with rising costs, 
strikes, taxes, etc., etc., you 
may feel better after reading 
this despatch. And you 
may feel worse. 

“I came back yesterday 
from my tour, very sad at 
the miserable condition of 
the people. God knows how 
many times I shed tears, and 
how often and how earnestly 
I prayed that He would send 
the people help in these 
hard times. 

“What a distressing scene, 
seeing men and women and 
children dying of malnutri- 
tion and lack of food, and 
not being able to help them 
at all. Many are living on 
herbs and wild roots. Just 
imagine! A man working a 
whole day gets 25 cents. A 
woman gets 18 cents. And 
rice is 37 cents i seer. (A 
seer is nearly 2 Tbs.) 

“I spent a few days in the 
house of a very good Catho- 
lic in the village of Umniuh, 
22 miles from my mission 
center. The mother wept as 
she told be that she and her 
four children had been sick 
for more than four months. 
She was expecting another 





(Continued on Page Three) 


An editorial, running 


for instance, to write a lot of 


watch it burn. 


But Listen! 

But when a big Catholic 
magazine like Extension 
speaks its piece, millions of 
people will give the matter 
some attention. Extension, 
founded by a bishop who 
wanted to help missionaries 
all over the world and es- 
ecially in America, is more 
han a magazine. It is the 
voice of one of the great 
cardinals of America. It is, 
in reality, the voice of the 
church. 

Restoration prints the edi- 
torial in full, without quotes 


|—thereby not only endorsing 


it, but making it its own. 
Listen... 

We have lately been read- 
ing in the metropolitan press 
of the murder of a local 
politician. Motive: to keep 
him from running for public 
office. 

While we appreciate and 
admit that the whole situ- 
ation can neither be called 
all black or all white, and 
realize that there are a 
thousand shades of gray, 
and that innocent persons 
will have the finger of accu- 
sation pointed in their direc- 
tion, we cannot refrain from 
saying we’re fast becoming 
a nation of hypocrites. We’re 
sitting idly by watching the 
forces of evil taking over in 
many of our large cities. 
We're not only watching 
them, we’re abetting them. 

We Collect Gifts 

We go out and vote for the 
guy who promised our broth- 
er a job if he gets in, regard- 
less of what his plans are for 
the common good. We take 
jobs collecting “gifts” for 
our job’s sponsor. We heed 
the advice of the higher-ups 
not to patrol certain districts 
because, if we don’t heed the 
advice, we’ll be demoted or 
sent to the bushes. We say, 
“We could tell plenty, only 
we don’t dare.” Why? Be- 
cause it would ‘be inconven- 
ient, even dangerous, to 
speak out for truth. Why 
should we? We’re doing all 
right, and we don’t want 
that changed. 

We take an oath when we 
assume public office or join 
the police force. We call upon 
God to be our witness as we 
state we will uphold the law, 
etc. We know that under the 
present setup we won’t be 
able to uphold the law, or 





perhaps we don’t even want 


The Land Of The Free 
A Land Of Hypocrites? 


It looks, at last, as though America is waking up. 


under the caption “As God 


is my Witness,” in the April issue of Extension Magazine, 
printed in Chicago, may serve as the alarm clock. 


It is all right for Catholic columnists, like Joe Breig 


strong pieces about lethargy 


in Catholic circles. It is all right for little publications like 
ours to keep repeating that the world is on fire and nobody 
in a position to serve, is doing anything about it except 


That sort of stuff helps. But only a little. Our words 
do not carry far. And we are little people. 


to, but we take the oath any- 
how. What the heck! 

We look up the word in 
Webster’s. “A solemn appeal 
to God ... for the truth of 
an affirmation or declara- 
tion, or in witness of the in- 
violability of a promise or 
undertaking .’ Encyclo- 
pedia Britannica makes it a 
little stronger: “Belief by the 
witness in a God and an ap- 
peal to Him as an avenger 
of falsehood are the essen- 
tials of the oath.” 

Catholic Names 

We're a little uneasy as we 
read in the papers the names 
of the men currently under 
fire. Irish names, Polish 
names, Italian names — 
should be Catholics, we im- 
agine. Some of them mar- 
ried — but not in the eyes of 
the Church. We voted them 
into office, knowing it. They 
Slipped up in their fidelity 
to their God, but they’ll keep 
their promises to us, eh? 
This thing will blow over. 

So what happens if a guy 
tries to do something about 
it? What happens? An 
honest D.A. down in Brook- 
lyn tried to do something. 
In fact, he had the goods on 
crooked cops. He was all set 
to put truth back up on that 
pedestal where she biloneed 
But they fixed him, all right. 
The star witness changed his 
mind in court and wouldn’t 
talk, so all the crooked cops 
had to be let go. And the 
joker was that, because of a 
legal technicality, those men 
can never again be tried on 
the same count. Boy, that 
was a lucky one, all right. 

Cops and Robbers 

We know a cop; he’s on the 
gambling detail. He has to 
go out once in awhile and 
stage a raid on slot machines 
and stuff like that. Sure, he 
calls up the sports club first 
and tells the switchboard 
operator to warn the guys in 
the locker room, so they’ll 
have the machines locked up 
before he gets there. The 
owner of the club is grate- 
ful — real grateful, to the 
tune of green stuff. 

We got kids in the Catholic 
schools right now—in second 
grade. In second grade they 
study the Second Command- 
ment, about oaths and 
things. They can recite good. 
You should hear those little 
angelic voices saying, “An 
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WHERE LOVE IS — GOD IS 


MAY the month of Mary, the gracious 
Mother of God. A month of flowers and sun, warmth 
and new life, a month that speaks eloquently of her 
eternal fruitfulness . . . her constant Motherhood. 


Do we see her as she is, truly? That woman 
wrapped in silence, who preaches the loudest sermon 
on love ever heard on this earth. 


Behold, she waits at your gate, and mine. The 
gates of our hearts. She waits for us to open them and 
come out to follow her, for she is ever ready to lead 
us to God, our Father, through her Son... and thus 
to bring to us that true happiness and peace that is 
hers to give to all her children on earth. 


But our doors remain closed. For we are busy 
within. We are busy with the thousand foolish things 
of this passing world . . . with its silly pomp and empty 
glory ... with its shoddy tinsel .. . with our unim- 
portant selves . . . with the soul-killing worship of 
gold and silver. 


The air in our tightly closed worldly house is 
stale with the smoke and dust of selfishness and 
greed; and we live in the twilight engendered by both. 


Outside Mary stands and waits . . . in the fresh 
clear air of God’s infinite love for us. The Mother of 
Fair Love stands and waits to give us, as she alone 
can... the fruit of that love. 


But we heed her not. 


The sun vanishes. The earth grows cold. And 
on the horizon, slowly gathering, are the dark clouds 
of God’s anger. How long Oh! Lord, how long will our 
doors remain closed? How long, how long, will Mary 
have to wait outside our gates? 


Mother of God... and Mother of men... have 
pity on our foolishness. 


Call upon your armies of angels and bid them 
break down our doors... so that you may enter into 
our empty hearts and fill them with yourself, your 
love, your motherhood, your fruitfulness. 


So that we too may, in turn, become bearers of 
Christ .. . allow Him to be born and grow in us... 
and give Him to others who as yet know Him not or 
have forgotten His fairness and beauty. 


Mary, beloved . . . in this soft, warm flowery 
month of May... unwrap the cloak of your silence 
and speak to us. Surely if we hear your voice... we 
shall heed its words. 


Ah, you will not do these things . . . for you are 
like your Son. You will not call on the angels to break 
down the doors of our selfish hearts. Nor will you 
break your silence. 


No... you will go on standing patiently before 
those closed doors... waiting ... waiting for us to 
open them from within ... waiting to give us.... 
Mediatrix of All Graces .. . all that we need to follow 
you into Christ’s Heart and be all His, as we were 
always meant to be. 


Yes ... you will wait ... and you will love... 
in silence. 

May then this holy month of May make US 
OPEN WIDE THE DOORS OF OUR HEARTS ... 
BEFORE IT IS TOO LATE ... AND BEFORE THE 
STORM OF GOD’S WRATH CATCHES US WITH US. 


Mary pray for us. 

















by Hddie 


It is the month of May; 
and the fields and the woods 
and the hills are white again, 
not with snow, but with the 
blossoms of the wild straw- 
berry — and the white star 
flowers that bored upward 
from below the mold of last 
year’s leaves and ferns. 

Some weeks ago, when the 
snow was still piled high, 
and had a crust one could 
walk upon, I went for a hike 
through the woods. Bits of 
hard snow, disturbed by my 
clumsy boots, went sliding 
down the glazed hillside with 
the noises of miniature cas- 
cades. A delightful sound — 
but listen to that red-headed 
woodpecker, there on the 
trunk of the elm. The early 
woodpecker gets the early 
worm. And what a joyous 
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sound he makes! 


the 





Doherty 


May day of 1952. Men are 
building a church in Com- 
bermere. A few of them are 
paid. But most of them are 
giving their time and their 
labor voluntarily, and with 
oy. 

You remember the story of 
the philosopher who asked 
three men what they were 
doing? One said he was just 
hauling stone. Another said 
he was working for so much 
an hour, providing for his 
wife and children. The third 
answered he was building a 
cathedral. 

None of these carpenters 
thinks he is building a 
cathedral. Each one realizes 
he is building a House of 
God. Perhaps that’s why 
they all get along so _ well, 
why there is laughter in 
their voices, why they are 





normal 


tate for 
ie «a state 


Christianw 
of 


sanctity 


Dom anecar voenter 


Learned Its Color 

Here and there, beside the 
bole of a great tree, or at the 
foot of a great rock, the snow 
had melted, and the wild 
strawberries lay revealed, 
waiting for a day or two of 
soft warm rain, waiting for 
the sun to put on a little 
more heat. (It was from the 
snows, of course, that the 
strawberry learned the color 
of its blossoms.) 

Everywhere one can see 
white petals. Even in some 
of the trees there is the shade 
of white — and pink. Every- 
where one looks one is re- 
minded of little girls in their 
First Communion gowns and 
veils, with white leather 
prayer books in their hands, 
and white ropes of prayer 
beads dripping through their 
fingers. 

Everywhere one sees the 
evidences of God’s abundant 
love for man. 

Yet, this gt I am not so 
overwhelmed by this as I 
was last year, or the year 
before, or at any time that 
I can remember. 

This May I am much more 
effected by the evidences I 
see of man’s abundant love 
for God! 

I listen to the woodpecker, 
and I marvel; and I thank 
God Who makes so colorful 
and useful and tuneful and 
busy and graceful a bird. 
And then I listen to the 
hammers of carpenters down 
the road — the hammers and 
the saws — the comments 
and the laughter and _ the 
wisecracks and the snatches 
of gay songs. And I forget 
the woodpecker, for the time, 
and speculate on the men. — 

A Holy Hammering 

The bird is hammering out 

a dinner for himself. The 


men are building a church 
in which they may worship 








God. 
This is the marvel of this 


so ready to wisecrack and to 
sing. 

I was there, down the road, 
last November, when the old 
church died in flames, prais- 
ing God even as its charred 
walls fell and shot a million 
sparks into the snow-covered 
branches of tall pines. 

It is good to be present at 
the birth of the church that 
will take its place. 

I have seen a church born, 
but only once before. That 
was nearly half a century 
ago, when I was a boy in 
Chicago. It went up on a 
prairie lot only a few blocks 
from our home on the far 
northwest side, and my 
mother used to scrub its 
floor every Saturday, after 
the edifice had been finished 
—this after she had scrub- 
bed the floors in our house. 

Because Now I Know 

I am more interested in 
watching this church of the 
Sacred Heart rise up from 
its foundations, however, 
than I was when I played 
inside the rising walls of Our 
Lady of Grace in Chicago. 
Perhaps it is because I know 
now what a church means 
to a community. 

There was some insurance 
on the old building. .This, 
and the money sent to Fath- 
er A. P. Dwyer by families 
in the parish — and by many 
people outside the parish too 
—has made it possible for 
the carpenters to start their 
holy work. 

An electric organ has been 
donated. An altar lamp is 
obacgye'h Many statues have 

een offered. Many other 
essential things will be pro- 
vided. The main need now 
is for a bell, for new Stations 
of the Cross, and for a mod- 
ern tabernacle. 

If I had the money I 
would give it, instantly, for 
the purchase of the taber- 

(Continued on Page Three) 


The B’s Corner 


Incredible as it may seem 
the time has again rolled 
around to the summer 
school. This year we are 
making ready for it with 
greater joy and_ gladness 
than ever before. For it has 
become better known 
through the past years — 
and thus brings us many 
new friends. 

This year our “Summer 
School of Catholic Action,” 
at Madonna House, Comber- 
mere, Ont., will open on June 
30, and end on August 9th, 
spanning its allotted six 
weeks. 

One Every Week 

Again we will have six 
courses — one complete and 
full each week. You are wel- 
come to sign up for either 
one week, two, or the full 
six, or any number in be- 
tween. 

The price of room, board, 
and tuition, is still TWENTY 
DOLLARS ONLY. 

Yes, I know, prices have 
gone up, but we try to keep 
ours down, so as to allow all 
to come; for often it is money 
that keeps people away, and 
that should not happen in 
this case. We are prepared 
to accept people on a sliding 
scale, or without fees, if they 
honestly cannot pay. For the 
Lord will pay for them. 

All we want to do is to 
give everyone interésted the, 
chance to learn more about 
God, in orde®to love Him 
more nad serve Him and our 
neighbor better! 

If you are INTERESTED 
. .. write for our prospectus. 
It gives full details about the 
theme of each week, and the 
ways of getting here. Madon- 
na House, Combermere, Ont., 
Canada — a letter addressed 
to that address will always 
reach us. : 

Other Schools 

Speaking of schools... . 
summer or otherwise. At 
long last a great need has 
been filled. A school of the 
Lay Apostolate for men has 
been opened. It was tragic- 
ally needed. For further de- 
tails and information write 
to Mr. Ray Taylor, c/o The 
Eric Gill Center, 302 East 
24th Str., New York, N.Y. 

Friendship House, U.S.A. 
Province, will hold its own 
summer schools of Catholic 
Action too. Their accent will 
naturally be on INTER- 
RACIAL JUSTICE, to which 
their whole work is dedi- 
cated. For information about 
these write to Maria Laach 
Farm, Burnley, Va.; to BI. 
Martin Farm, Newburg, N.Y., 
or to Chicago’s Friendship 
House, 4233 S. Indiana Av., 











/ Chicago 10, Ill. 


Deo Gratias, the Lay Apos- 
tolic groups are opening 
more and more such schools 
through the North American 
Continent, and we surely 
need them. For it is of vital 
importance that the Catho- 
lic Laity be indoctrinated in 
the fundamental principles 
of their holy faith . . . indoc- 
trinated too in the integrat- 
ing of those principles into 
their everyday life. For on 
that knowledge and that in- 
tegration rests, strange as it 
may seem, the future of our 
whole world. 

As yet, as far as we know, 
we of Madonna House, Com- 
bermere, are the only Eng- 
lish-speaking school of this 
type in Canada. So we es- 
Pay call to Canadians to 
ake advantage of it, though, 
of course, our brothers and 
sisters in Christ from across 
vai border, are most welcome 
00. 

Let us hear from you soon. 
Do plan to have a real CA- 





THOLIC VACATION. 
Come to Madonna House. 
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May .. a breathlessly 
busy month for all of us here. 
The chores to be done mount 
daily. There is so much to 
the running of a Lay Apos- 
tolate of Catholic Action, 
Friendship House style! Most 
of it escapes the glance of a 
casual visitor. 

Speaking of Work 

Take the outdoor chores. 
An orchard to prune, fer- 
tilize, and spray. Bee hives 
to clean and make ready for 
bees. Perennial borders, 
which supply flowers for our 
little Church, to trim, spade, 
fertilize, clean. Annuals to 
plan for additional varieties 
of flowers. Hundreds of glad- 
ioli bulbs to plant for the 
same end, the altar. An acre 
of yard to clean and rake. 
Gardens to spade and make 
ready for vegetable planting, 
that will provide food for the 
Summer School pupils, and 
us, throughout the year. 
Berry bushes to prune and 
fertilize. _ Strawberries to 
plant. New soil to break for 
more fruit trees, berry bush- 
es, and vegetables. Cottages 
and houses to paint inside 
and out. Bedding to sew and 
mend, air, and clean. It takes 
a lot of same to make 225 
people comfortably bedded 
through the summer. For 
that is the number of people 
who yearly come to our 
Summer School of Catholic 
Action. 

And this year we are build- 
ing a new house. It would 
take a book to tell how much 
preparatory work goes into 
making the site ready for it. 

Yes May is a_ breathless 
month for us here. A month 
of hard work, hidden and 
joyous, for the Lord. A 
month of creative happy 
work outdoors and indoors; 
for working with one’s hands 
is always creative and joyous 
especially when done for 
others. 

Explain The Angle 

Yet, it is so hard to explain 
this angle of our apostolate. 
Its humbleness, its hidden- 
ness. Its rosary of monoton- 
ous little chores done, day 
in and day out, for the love 
of God and neighbor. Folks 
come to visit us, looking for 
something glamorous and 
exciting ... and all they find 
is a seemingly hard and dull 
routine of work, and more 
work, of the type that any 
family in the world has to 
do. 
It seems strange to them. 
They often go away disap- 
pointed. There IS an infinite 
glamor about our work — 
only it is hidden deeply in 
the simple little sentence 
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that few pay much attention 
to, but that lifts us, and all 
we do, out of the humdrum 
everydayness of it. 

IT IS ALL DONE FOR 
LOVE OF GOD AND NEIGH- 
BOR. ; 

That is the magic sentence 
that makes all things shine 
with God’s light. That is the 
only reason why we—leaving 
all things—come here and 
give our lives to little chores 
. . . to little services . . . to 
little works . . . that become 
BIG only because they are 
CHRIST'S. 

“What Do You Do?” 

That is why, when people 
asks us WHAT WE DO IN 
COMBERMERE the answer 
comes haltingly, hesitantly. 
Perhaps we could just say... 
that we do little but try to 
BE more. But that leads in- 
to many explanations for 
which there usually isn’t 
enough time. 

It ought not to be hard to 
explain. Just take a group 
of people who believe that 
the Gospels of Christ must 
be lived... that they must 
be lived daily, must be in- 
tegrated into EVERY ACT- 
ION OF AN ORDINARY 
DAY ... that the soul of 
such a life is CHARITY, 
THE BOND OF PERFECT- 
ION ...and that before do- 
ing much these people must 
love God, one another, and 
everybody else MUCH. 

Take such a group, and 
place them anywhere, in the 
midst of any community, 
city or country; among the 
rich of the world, or among 
its poor. What will happen? 
Why, love will happen! It 
will be like a light shining 
in the darkness. 

Factually what this group 
does is of secondary import- 
ance. Its greatest impact 
will be WHAT ITS MEM- 
BERS ARE. And that im- 
pact will eventually reach 
deeply into the community 
and, by and by, changeit... 
restoring it to Christ, 
through love. 

That is all there is to it 
... but oh, how much must 
go into it. 

And that is exactly what 
Friendship House of Com- 
bermere, Ontario, Canada, 
tries to BE and DO ... 
through a thousand little 
things done for the love of 
God... through endless 
days, lived in, perhaps, a 
monotonous outward routine 
.. . but also lived utterly in 
God. 

Yes . . .. May is a breathless 
month for us here... full of 
little chores . . . outdoors and 
in. 
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nacle, the special Holy of 
Holies in which the Lord 
waits to hear the woes and 
the needs and the thanks of 
all His people. If I had 
enough more I would also 
buy the bell! The Stations? 
I’d like to give them too, but 
you can give them, if you 
wish. Also you can furnish 
the tabernacle and the bell. 

The heart and the tongue 
of the church! How glad 
anybody should be to give 
these to the House of God! 

Well, somebody has _ the 
money. Somebody will part 
with it to make a beautiful 
home for the Lord — Who, 
when He lived among us had 
no place on which to lay His 
head. And somebody will 
part with money enough to 
provide the church with its 
voice. 

Wait For The Bell 


Before the next May 





comes, I am sure, we shall 
hear the new bell calling us 
to Mass. We shall hear it 
ringing joyously to tell of a 
Christening, or tolling in 
Silver sorrow to announce 
the death of some old friend. 

What eolquence lies in the 
bell of a church! The first 
time I heard the old bell — 
the bell that died in the fire 
— was on the afternoon of 
August 15, 1945, the feast of 
the Assumption of Our Lady, 
the day we learned that 
Japan had asked for peace. 
Perhaps it never rang so joy- 
ously before. Certainly it 
never rang that joyously 
again. 

Somehow it seems fitting 
that it was silenced on Nov. 
llth — and that at the 
eleventh hour. Peace to its 
molten metal! 

Incidentally Father Dwyer 
believes the church will be 
ready by next Assumption 
day! 
Before then, perhaps, we 
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shall have the new _ taber- 
nacle. 

While we wait the wild 
strawberries ripen. Come a- 


round next month and fill/é 


your mouth with sweetness. 
There’ll be millions of straw- 
berries ready for you. 

(There goes the wood- 
pecker again! There goes 
another juicy worm! There 
go the hammers and the 
saws again! And listen to the 
young kids playing in the 
shavings.) 

The Hoosier poet thought 
that perfect days come only 
in June. To one who loves 
Mary, they come only in 
May. But then, to one who 
loves Mary, every day is a 
May day, and every day is 
perfect because her Father, 
her Spouse, and her Son, 
have made it for us, her 
children. 





Chimes of 


The Rosary 


By G. C. M. 











Credo and 

Paternoster, 

Ave Maria 

And Gloria; 
Paternoster, 

And Ave over and over. 


I 
The angel has spoken 
To the purest of virgins. 
Paternoster, 
And Ave over and ove:. 
To cousin Elizabeth 
Mary has journeyed. 
Paternoster, 
Ana Ave over and over. 


’"Neath Bethlehem stars 
The Infant is born. 
Paternoster, 

And Ave over and over. 


In the temple presented 
Where Simeon spoke. 
Paternoster, 

And Ave over and over. 


In the temple disputing 
Christ sits with the wise. 
Paternoster, 

And Ave over and over. 


II 
Gethsemane’s torments 
He, kneeling, forbears. 
Paternoster, 

And Ave over and over. 


Bearing the torture of 
flesh 

While goaded and lashed. 

Paternoster, 

And Ave over and over. 


A crown of sharp thorns— 
And they jeered at a King. 
Paternoster, 

And Ave over and over. 


They gave him a cross, 
A burden intense. 
Paternoster, 

And Ave over and over. 


And Love gave its all 
On a tortuous Tree. 
Paternoster, u 

And Ave over and over. 


III 
He rose from the tomb 
In a halo of light. 
Paternoster, 
And Ave over and over. 


He rose into Heaven, 
Both body and soul. 
Paternoster, 

And Ave over and over. 


The Spirit has come 

In flaming descent. 
Paternoster, 

And Ave over and over. 


Mary unspotted 
Assumed into Heaven— 
Paternoster, 

And Ave over and over— 


Was crowned in her glory 
As Celestial Queen. 
Paternoster, 

And Ave over and over. 
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For the first time in the 
many years of Friendship 
House’s existence, we are 
starting a BURSE .. . open- 
ing a FUND ... A BUILD- 
ING FUND .. to raise 
MONEY to erect yet another 
house .. . one we need urg- 
ently, vitally, because there 
isn’t enough room, either for 
our Staff or our works, in 
Madonna House. 

WE HAVE OUTGROWN 
IT ... DEO GRATIAS. 

It takes FAITH to build a 
house without cash on hand. 
That is why we turn to St. 
Martha, naming the house 
and the burse after her. For 
she had FAITH unlimited. 
She knew, even as St. Peter 
knew, Who Christ was. She 
believed in Him utterly. 

We turn to St. Martha, 
also, because ... SHE KNEW 


CHRIST SO WELL... LOV-|... ak de 
.|MARTHA’S HOUSE 


ED HIM SO MUCH .. 
SERVED HIM ALWAYS. 
And it is for these three 
reasons that we too need 
that house :.. to make Him 
known .. to make Him 
loved ... to be able to serve 





Him better. 
Then again ... to whom 
should our little, humble, 


hidden Lay Apostolate go for 
help . . . but to the simple, 
humble, hidden lay woman 
St. Martha exemplifies so 
perfectly? 

We ask her, simply, to take 
this burse, this fund, this 
urgent need of ours, into her 
saintly hands, and place it, 
for us, in those of Our Lady, 
her greatest friend on earth 
and in Heaven .. . and to 
help move the hearts of our 
friends everywhere . . . for 
we are poor and needy and 
have nothing left but our 
lives to give . . . and they 
have been given to God, 
through Mary, long ago. 

Paupers of the Lord, we 
ask of your charity ... pen- 
nies... dimes... quarters 
dollars FOR ST. 
ae 

art of the Friendship House 

ranch of Canada. 

Please make cheques pay- 
able to “Madonna House,” 
marking them for St. Mar- 
tha’s building fund. 
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MEN GET 25c A DAY 





(Continued from Page One) 
baby soon, and she could no 
longer work. The husband 
and father made the usual 
25 cents a day, $1.75 a week 
—for the family of six! ‘God 
knows how many times I 
wept, seeing these angels of 
mine crying for rice, the 
mother said. ‘What can I 
do? Must I steal, as so many 
do these days? I’d rather die, 
and let my children die with 
me.’ 

“ ‘Holy soul,’ I said, ‘God 
bless you.’ But I could not 
help her. Yes I shed tears 
too. I gave something out of 
my meal to those babies, and 
promised in my heart to do 
all I could to help them.” 

They are still hungry in 
and around Cherrapunji. 
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For Daily 


Communion 








In an effort to broaden the 
practice of receiving Holy 
Communion daily, and there- 
by help restore the world to 
Christ, Rev. Jerome F. 
O’Hara, and others, with the 
consent and approbation of 
Archbishop Edward F. Hob- 
an of Cleveland, have  or- 
ganized the Society of Daily 
Communicants. 

They invite all Catholics 
to become members. There 
are no dues, assessments, or 
routine meetings, Fr. O’Hara 
declares, and all the mem- 
bers share daily in the so- 
ciety’s co-operative Com- 
munion intentions. Members’ 
names are inscribed in a 
Golden Book of Daily Sacra- 
mental and Spiritual Com- 
municants, which is kept on 
the altar of the Sacred Heart 
at the Church of the Con- 
version of St. Paul. 

Further information, and 
literature, may be obtained 
by writing the Society of 
Daily Communicants, Na- 


tional Headquarters, Church 
of the Conversion of St. Paul, 
Euclid Av. at E. 40th St., 





Cleveland 3, Ohio. 
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Our Lady Is Sad 


By E. Martin Muscato 











It is a long time since I 
have had contact with you. 
Much has happened in the 
last six months to have pre- 
cluded such consolation. I 
have tried to accept and fol- 
low the advice of many wise 
and holy people in the mat- 
ter of Marywatch, a _ Lay- 
Contemplative apostolate. I 
have gone into the ordinary 
ways of society and attempt- 
ed to weave the _ lay-con- 
templative ideal into the 
common fabric of living. I 
took a job (display manager 
in a medium-sized depart- 
ment store) in a medium- 
sized New England city; 
rented a small apartment; 
set up Our Lady’s image, 
and began. 

A Lovely Lady 

It is a very beautiful im- 
age, this Lady of mine. She 
is Our Lady of Vladimir, an 
icon sacred to the Russian 
people. She is very lovely, 
all in deep violet with a 
crimson robed Christ-child. 
The eyes are very soulful, 
with a compassion that the 
Slavic people are so capable 
of expressing. The little 
Savior leans His face close 
to hers and looks up into her 
eyes as though He wants to 
know what the trouble is. 
His arm reaches to embrace 
her neck, and it is easy to 
see that He is willing to 
grant any request she makes 
if only it will console her. 

Every night, for six 
months I went to her, and 
looked at her, and loved her. 
And she has taught me why 
she is so sad. What she has 
taught me has made me also 
sad, so sad that I have beg- 
ged her to tell her Son 
quickly, so that He will do 
the things to console her— 
and me. 

Now I am going to tell 
you, and I hope you will be 
just as sad. If enough of us 
are stricken with this grief 
we shall become, as it were, 
a little army of mourners 
with her, and Jesus will be 
overcome with love . .. He 
will console us all. 

Every night I came to her 
with the needs and sorrows 
of my people. I would have 
also brought their happiness, 
but there was so little, and 
the sorrows overshadowed 
them. My people were a 
lonely people. They ran look- 
ing for their happiness in all 
the wrong places. In_ the 
bars, in the theatres, in the 
dance-halls, in dirty books, 
in savage music, in the prim- 
itive, the sensual, the lusty. 
They beckoned me to come 
with them and join the 
search. They showed me the 
dirtiest, the most sensual, 
the most primitive of their 
efforts. I drank their liquor, 
and danced their dances, and 
listened to the tribal 
rhythms that moved their 
blood and deepened their 
loneliness. And I understood 
why. : 

Ritual and Rubrics 


than escape. Escape only 
comes with drunkenness and 
people have, in general, a 
contempt for drunkenness. 
There is ritual in alcohol. 
There are set rubrics for the 
mixing of, the consuming of 
cocktails, hi-balls, brandies, 
and wines. There are specific 
times of day for certain 
drinks, for certain kinds of 
liquors. There are even cer- 
tain occasions for special 
drinks, such as_ weddings, 
anniversaries, and holidays. 

My people enjoy the ritual 
of alcohol. It is very much 
like a Divine Office, isn’t it? 
Daily hours, feasts, and all. 
There are even vigils. Some 
of them last all night. Please 
don’t laugh. This is the 
Office of my people. They 
know no other! ! 

It is difficult for me to 
believe that a people as con- 
scientious in the observation 





odies. Such things are mys- 
terious and even mystic. The 
Faith is awesome, and the 
interior life is mystic; but 
my people do not know these 
things and so they accept 
the most obvious substitutes. 
Why? 

My people are a_ loving 
people. They sing of love. 
They read love stories. They 
wear love symbols. And love 
is what they pursue the 
greater part of their lives. 
They express it lustily. The 
great experience of love is 
sex. And so they go after sex 
whole-heartedly. 

I will not be convinced 
that a people who so totally 
steep themselves in sex 
would not as completely 
dedicate themselves to the 
love of a God as intimate as 
their bodies, IF THEY 
KNEW !!! 

How many of them are 


HAIL/ 


who hast woven 
maidenhood 


with 


motherhood 


okathistoes hymn 


of this ritual which has 
meaning for them, would 
not be capable of embracing 
the Divine Office, if it also 
had meaning for them. But 


sinners?’ Sin involves a 

choice of something other 

than God. But how can they 

make a choice when they 

only know things other than 
9 


it has not, and so my people|God 


take to them the only sub- 
stitute they know. Why? 

There is more to theatre 
than spectacle. When my 
people go into the movie- 
house they laugh together, 
weep together, are angry, in- 
spired, frightened, and in- 
structed together. Even when 
they are watching television 
in the privacy of their homes, 
they like to invite others in 
to watch with them. They 
enjoy a mass-participation in 
an experience that they un- 
derstand. 

It is like liturgy, isn’t it? 
Like public worship. They 
seem to observe only, but 
they participate also. Only 
their participation is emo- 
tional alone. Still they like 
to emote together and they 
like to do so often. Suppos- 
ing their experience were a 
Spiritual’ one, as well as an 
emotional one? Then they 
would be praying together; 
but since they don’t under- 
stand this they take the first 
substitute at hand. Why? 

Rhythms and Rites 


They are stirred by jungle 





There is more in alcohol 


rhythms and primitive mel- 





That is why my Lady is 
sad. My people sacrifice their 
very lives for money and the 
good things of the world. 
They are a sacrificing people, 
but they have not known the 
sacrifice of God. And those 
among them who know, have 
not told them. Even when 
they go to the Sacrifice of 
the Lamb of God, their souls 
are not fed with an under- 
standable food that will sus- 
tain them in their daily 
lives and take the place of 
all the wrong substitutes. 


Only A Layman 


So my people go hungry 
and lonely. And their hung- 
er and their loneliness are 
like the cry of children. I 
learned it as though it were 
my own hunger and it pain- 
ed me as my own hunger 
would have. You may want 
to know why, if I was so 
much aware of these things, 
I did not speak of them and 
teach those with whom I 
came in contact. I am not 
authorized to teach them, 
and they very wisely know 
that. They will only listen 
to the duly authorized. I am 





a layman. All I can do is 
pray, and be sad. 

But all my sadness was 
not contained in these mat- 
ters alone. I know something 
of a solution. It is involved 
with a group of others such 
as myself, who will corpor- 
ately intercede for this 
people in the midst of them. 
I could not remain alone. I 
do not believe Our Lord ever 
wanted us to live alone with 
an ideal, even if the ideal 
was of Him. 

He has called very few to 
the eremitical life, and no 
hermit’s cave was ever set 
in a wilder desert than the 
average city in our world. 
The fact that I was not able 
to live alone in the world, 
and not be of the world, im- 
pressed on me the deep 
necessity for contemplative 
groups in_ society. Jesus 
knows what He is talking 
about when He speaks of His 
presence in the midst of two 
or more of us. A_ brother 
helped by a brother is in- 
deed a strong city. Who shall 
prevail against it? 

An Old Lesson 


So I am looking again for 
a companion or two, or three, 
or as many as the Spirit 
calls, to form a community 
where we, and others to fol- 
low, may learn the _ con- 
templative life and carry it 
into the market-place. One 
more lesson is down pat. This 
work cannot be done alone. 
Those who enter it must 
have preparation apart from 
the environment itself. It is 
an old lesson. I have known 
it before, but it was neces- 
sary for me to go out and 
learn it in practise. With it 
I learned this sadness. Please 
commit it to memory. 

A people searching blindly 
for love and no one to tell 
them in a language they 
understand. Those who un- 
derstand, wasting the gift 
and betraying the trust. 


Now you know. Do not be 
harsh with them. Do not 
condemn the world, not the 
world of people. Condemn 
the spirit of the world in 
those who know better than 
to nurse it. Do not condemn 
Communists and material- 
ists for following logically 
the substitutes they have 
found for Christ. Where are 
the men of Christ, to show 
forth in their lives and words 
the advantages in this life, 
as well as the next, of follow- 
ing and loving Him? We will 
see strange sights on Judg- 
ment Day! 


And yet we cannot wholly 
blame ourselves or our 
clergy. But regardless - of 
whom we blame, the obliga- 
tion is still paramount to 
seek and implement a solu- 
tion to this lack of Christ in 
the world. 


The lay-contemplative can 
bring Him living into the 
market-place. He can carry 
the needs of our people back 
to Him in the silence of 
community prayer. He can, 
without any outward indica- 
tion of doing so, restore the 
social order to Christ, Who 
drank and ate and moved 





with the people, and Who 
spoke to them in their own 
terms and must do it again 
today in us. 

Prayers. ++ Peace; in Mary. 


STMARTHA 


Bethune 


THE LAND OF THE FREE 


(Continued from Page One) 
oath is the calling on God to 
witness to the truth of what 
we say.” 

Are those kids going to get 
into politics or join the police 
force or become public serv- 
ants when they grow up? 
Mmm? 

So help them, God. 





Coises on Smoking 
By 
Joyce Field 











Determination ... 

Thou twig from Hell, thou 
curse of man, 

Thou piece of paper white, 
yet full 

Of poison juice, that black- 
ens teeth 

And dulls the senses with 
each pull. 

Thou nail in coffin, spade 
in grave, 

With Satan get behind my 
back 

And tempt me not, Till 
none of thee, 

Thou money-grabbing 
cardboard pack! 


Frustration ... 

Oh curling, friendly rings 

. Of smoke! 

My cigarette! My pal in 
woe! 

How can I face the trials 
of life 

If you, my nerves’ great 
soother, go? 

How can I set my bed on 
fire, 

The headlines in the paper 
make? 

My ash tray speaks an 
empty plea 

While you my life forsake! 


Lamentation ... 
Oh filthy fag, oh bunch of 
straw, 


For thee my hunger 
lingers. 

And still I crave thee at 
my lips, 

‘Twixt nicotinny fingers. 
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